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	1. And So It Begins

ZeroFox: Hi everybody. This is a little something I've been working on for a while. It's Gravity Falls that we all know and love but with somebody else telling the story through their eyes.

Wendy: What up dudes. I'm running the ship now.

ZeroFox: There will be some modifications like some chronological differences with the chapters compared to the show, possible characters acting a little OOC, new episodes, etc. But it's all in good fun. Ratings will vary depending on situation and potty mouths. Any who, this is strictly non-profit and-

Wendy: What?! You mean I'm not getting paid?! Tch, what a ripoff.

ZeroFox: I'd like not to get sued by Mickey Mouse please.

Wendy: Fine. But I swear, if you embarrass me-

ZeroFox: Say, is that Dipper over there?

Wendy: Where?!

ZeroFox: *runs off* CUE DISCLAIMER! CUE DISCLAIMER!

Disclaimer: THE FOLLOWING IS A NON-PROFIT FAN FICTION. GRAVITY FALLS AND ITS CHARACTERS ARE OWNED BY ALEX HIRSCH AND DISNEY. PLEASE SUPPORT THE OFFICIAL RELEASE!

* * *

><p>What up dudes! Guess who? Mabel? Nah, not that energetic. Dipper? Heh heh…nope. Keep guessing. Soos? Ha ha, nah man but getting there. Stan Pines? Pfft! Yeah right, waaaaaaay off. Come on you guys, keep guessing. Need a hint? Okay, here's your only hint: I'm a flippin' Corduroy! WHAT?! MANLY DAN?! Oh now I know you're messing with me. Wendy? Ding Ding Ding Ding Ding! We have a winner.<p>

Yup, it's the one and only Wendy Corduroy. Ha, what a showboat introduction line. Couldn't help myself, heh heh. Any who, I'm pretty sure you know who I am and by now you should pretty much know about the whole Gravity Falls story with my two friends from California visiting their great uncle (aka, my boss) in a mountain town and discovering the paranormal secrets of the town (which there are a lot of, trust me). However you never seen it through the eyes of somebody who practically has lived through all that. I suppose I could help you out with that. I mean to be quite honest, that was perhaps the greatest summer I ever had. But be warned, somethings may be a little different from what you saw and you may not like what you discover. Ha, just kidding. Or am I? Ha! Man, those cheesy movies monologues from those bad movies that Dipper and I watched may be rubbing off on me. So let's begin the story. Yo Brad Breeck, let's turn it up in here!

*insert the Gravity Falls Intro Theme*

**Chapter 001:**

**And So It Begins**

Now let's rewind all the way to the beginning. Nope, not when Mabel and Dipper arrived. Just a little bit before that. This story starts during the final week of high school. I mean, if there was a hell on earth, this was it. Long days of doing nothing but work, work, work, work. Oh and there's final exams as well. Not to mention my boyfriend at the time broke up with me to go with some preppy cheerleader. Well whatever man, sorry I don't dress like a tramp. Just gonna add him to the list of boyfriend failures (it's a long list that I'll probably delve into later on).

So it's the last day of finals. I catch the luckiest break ever. The last class…it's Physical Education, aka Gym class. Yes! Time to show those idiots what this Corduroy is all about. Also the last time I gotta wear those dumb gym shorts and shirt. Seriously, if I hear one more 'Hey Corduroy, ever hear of a tanning booth?' from another prep girl, I'll knock their teeth out. Back to the final exam. The last test we had to do was to climb a rope to the top. It's pretty high, I wanna say like 30-40 feet. I do it in like 20 seconds. When your dad is a lumberjack and raises you in that lifestyle, scaling objects becomes second nature. I hear some prep girl make a comment about how I was part animal. A shoe to the face shut them up as I hear a 'Whoops! Sorry about that. Forgot to tie my sneaker. ' I look over to the rope next to me as it's my sister from another mother, Tambry. "Ha, nice one Tam," I laugh. "Hey, always got your back," she replies back, quickly taking a picture with her phone, "That looked like it hurt." We both climb back down, only to get confronted by the gym teacher, Mrs. Babcock. "Corduroy….DiCicco…" She then slapped our backs. "Nice job! Especially you DiCicco, didn't think you could be separated from your phone for so long." Tambry just rolls her eyes while I snicker. "And Corduroy, nice work. You shattered your record last year by 10 seconds." I get cheers from the guys and few glares from the girls. Ah, haters gonna hate. Not my fault you spend half the time looking in a mirror instead just going with what you got. It's been working for me for quite some time now.

Thankfully that was the last exam of the year as everybody in Gravity Falls High School just burst out the door, flinging books and papers everywhere. I do not envy the clean-up crew. At least this will be the last time they gotta do that for the next three months. So it's just myself and Tambry walking down the stairs before we hear our names. "Yo Tambers! Wendy!" Tambry just grits her teeth and scowls. She hates being called Tambers. "Goddamn it Nate! Stop calling me that!" I look over to see a tall blonde guy, a shorter guy wearing a baseball cap, a heavy-set guy, and another guy wearing a black hoodie with a red heart on it. "Yo Nate! Yo Lee! Yo Thompson! Yo Robbie!" "What up Wendy!" "Yo Yo Wendy!" "Hey Wendy." "Sup home girl." There are high fives and fist bumps to go around. We all just chatting it up with one another, talking about how lame the exams were. We all get a good laugh when we find out Thompson's cooking partner and the teacher had a bad case of the runs from eating his cookies in Cooking. "Hey, I said I was sorry. I didn't know Harold and Ms. Cinderilli was allergic to cinnamon." We all just chant Thompson's name. Nate then slaps him on the back. "Dude, the look on the teacher's face was priceless! She was like-" Nate tries to imitate the face. Essentially it was a 'look of horror' mixed with 'Oh no!' and a little bit of 'GET OUT OF MY WAY!' We all chant Thompson's name as he looks down. "Dude, you nearly made a teacher shit themselves," laughed Robbie, "Nobody in our group has ever done that." "The closest was Lee made Mr. Drinkler throw up when he ate his Pudding Surprise," I say, a grin on my face, "You are the Finals King!" We continue our chant of "Thompson" as he then looks up, a smile on his face. "Aww, thanks guys." Hey, we may give Thompson a hard time like all the time. But every now and again, we give him props for doing something wicked.

We all pile into Thompson's van (well actually it's his mom's van that he's borrowing) since he's the only one to get a license out of all of us. I would totally have one by now but….no comment on that one, heh heh. What? That fire hydrant came out of nowhere! So anyways, we head over to 'The Arcade' to just chill and get the stench of school off of us. Let me rephrase that. The gang heads over to 'The Arcade' to just chill and get the stench of school off of them. Me, I get a phone call. I answer it and all I hear is 'Gwendolyn Linda Corduroy! Get home this instant!" My blood runs cold as I know who was on the other end. The only time my father calls me by my full name is when the shit hits the fan. By the sound of his tone, a big pile hit. "Sorry dudes, I gotta go home." I immediately start running in the direction of my home from school. It's about 2 miles away as I run, no, I sprint as fast as I can. For those who don't know, my father is Daniel Corduroy. But you know him as 'Manly Dan' the Lumberjack. He's bark and bite when he's in town and on the job. At home, he's a little more lenient with myself and 3 younger brothers. Still, whenever he tells you to come home you drop what you are doing and get back home.

I arrive like 20 minutes later, wheezing and gasping for air. Dude, I like to see you spring 2 miles in 20 minutes in boots. Before I open the door, it opens up as my youngest brother, Alex, smirks at me. "You're in trouble Wendy," he says in a teasing matter. I shoot a glare at him as he runs off in fear, past my dad as he has a scowl on his face and his arms crossed. "Kitchen." I see a piece of paper in his giant paw of a left hand. On the top, it read 'Report Card.' Ah fuck me sideways. I drag myself into the kitchen, gulping nervously as he follows. We then sit at opposite ends of the table. My dad just looks at me. "Gwendolyn, what did we talk about at the beginning of the year?" I don't have a chance to answer. "If your grades were poor, you'll be working over at your Cousin Fredrick's lumberyard upstate for the summer." He then shows me my report card. The highest was an 'A+' in Physical Education. The rest were D- or D. "You're lucky your Physical Education grade brought your average up over passing. You need to take school serious instead of goofing off with those other teens." I furrow my brow. "Those other teens happen to be my friend's dad!" "They're a bad influence on you with their constant joking around and pranks." "Hey, don't talk about my friends like that! They're the only people who don't treat me like I'm sort of freak!" "But every time you hang around them, you blow off everything else from chores to school work to even jobs!" My dad's got me there. In this school year, I was fired from like 7 jobs. But that's beside the point. "So maybe some hard work would whip you into shape and teach you how to be responsible." I then bark out that stereotypical response every high schooler says. "You can't just decide that for me! It's my life." "When you're under my roof, you follow my rules and follow up on your agreements!" my dad barks, "We're Corduroys! When we give our word, we stick by it! That applies to you too." He then takes a deep breath to calm down. "Tomorrow morning, I'll give Fredrick a call and tell him you're coming to work there for the summer."

I get a huge lump in my throat as tears start to form in my eyes. "That's not fair! You're being totally unreasonable dad!" In hindsight, my dad was being more than fair. I did say I was gonna do better in school than last year and I did agree to that deal. However when you're a 15-year old girl still going through puberty, your emotions tend to get the best of you at times. Now this is the only time my dad has ever displayed his sensitive side. Whether it's with me or my brothers, he doesn't yell or doesn't get violent like he does when out in public (the victims are usually inanimate objects like a telephone book or light post). He then sighs and rubs his eyes. "Look Wendy, I'm just worried that you are heading down a path where it'll be hard for you to succeed in life." He then looks at me. "Okay look. If you can get a summer job in town and show that you are responsible enough to keep that job for the entire summer, you can stay in Gravity Falls with your friends." The waterworks disappear and get replaced by a big smile. I just run over and hug my dad. "Thank you! Thank you so much. I promise not to let you down dad." I then go off to my room, closing the door. It should be simple, right? I mean, how hard can it be to find a job in Gravity Falls?

Next day…..WHY IS IT SO HARD TO FIND A STUPID JOB?! I just bang my head on my desk, a small cry of anguish comes from my mouth. Seriously…it's like I've been blacklisted. This is bullshit! The only place that looks like they are hiring is the Gravity Falls Movie Theater. I just groan. I mean, I know Thompson is a manager there and Lee and Nate work there as well. But I know my dad would be object to that in a heartbeat. Also, I heard a rumor that Thompson drinks the liquid butter there and I rather not have that image burned into my retinas. I then decide to head into town. I mean, meeting in person could show that I am a responsible person. Right? "Ha! Yeah right!" "We're all set now." "Sorry, no minors." "I heard you ate half a delivery pizza. Thanks but no thanks!" Okay, sooooo…I may have built a tiny reputation for myself as being a 'poor worker' and such. As for the delivery pizza, I saved the poor guy from eating a crappy pizza. I mean, the crust was burnt, the sauce was too salty, the cheese wasn't fully melted, I think some of my hair got into it. Whatever. But it seemed like my job search was becoming more and more hopeless. By 1:00 p.m., I decided to take a small break to go chill at the Gravity Falls Mall food court.

At the food court, I just chill and eat a nice Italian combo sub with some chips and Pitt cola. Man that hit the spot alright. I look over a small notepad with list of all the stores I've applied to. Each list has been crossed off. I even tried applying to the Gravity Falls gossiper but Toby Determined scares the crap out of me so that was a no go. I tried applying at the junkyard but they said I had to deal with Old Man McGucket like every Tuesday and Thursday. Yeah, when Manly Dan tells you to stay away from somebody you don't question why. I flip the paper over to reveal a list of places I got fired from. I figured maybe they'll give me a second chance. Yeah, I should have saved myself the hassle of getting laughed at or chased out. Not gonna get those 2 hours back. I then hear the chortles and snickering from the table next over. I glance over and see a girl younger than me with bleach blonde hair, wearing a hot pink skirt, boots, and jacket with two other girls. "Shh, I think she heard you talking about her outfit Pacifica," said one of the girls. The blonde just snickers. "I just can't believe she goes out dressed like that." I growl angrily. Pacifica Northwest. That spoiled rich brat. Just because she comes from a wealthy family, she thinks she can talk down to other people. "Oh, she's starting to get angry." I just get up and glare at them. "If you have something to say, have the guts to say it in front of my face you condescending bitch!" Pacifica just smirks at me. "Wow, such foul language. Were you raised in a barn?" She then laughs. "Oh wait, even that's too rich for you and your hick family." I just cock my hand back into a fist, ready to go over and pound her mascara covered face.

Before I get a chance to, another hand grabs my arm from behind. "Dude, it's not worth it. You shouldn't let her to you." I look behind me to see an older guy behind me. Well, not an old guy but a dude just a few years older than me. "Soos? What are you doing here?" "Ah Mr. Pines wanted something for lunch. So I came here to get something for. And what better place for a wide range of food than the Gravity Falls Mall food court. Pretty smart thinking, huh Wendy." He then does his usual chuckle as I just grin. "Not a bad idea Soos. Need help man? I know how finicky Old Man Pines can be." "Dude, that'd be sweet! It'll be like old times." By the way, for those who aren't familiar with the big dude, that's Soos Ramirez. I've known him for like half my life. He's like the cool older brother I've always wanted. Very down to earth, not that judgmental, and he gives good advice that surprisingly is very insightful. He's also a pretty sweet handyman that can fix anything and everything. So I get up from my seat to go help him, picking up my trash since I ain't a slob. "Running away are we?" I hear Pacifica taunt me. I just turn and look at her and then smirk. If you're gonna hit these snooty girls, hit them where it hurts. "Hey Pacifidork, I think your highlights are fading away. Everybody can see your actual hair color." The look on her spoiled brat face turns into a look of horror. She immediately grabs a small mirror to look. "My highlights are not fading, are they?" Her friends try to comfort her as Soos and I walk away, a triumphant look on my face. "Ha, sweet burn Wendy. Up top." I high five Soos as we begin out little adventure.

It took some time but we found the perfect meal for Old Man Pines. A prune salad. Well not really. I just bought it to give myself a good laugh to see his face reaction. Soos just got a turkey club sandwich with bacon and a bottle of Pitt Cola. We head out of the mall as I see a golf cart with a giant question mark painted on the hood. "Hop in, I'll drive you to the Mystery Shack." "Thanks Soos." "No problem dude." We both get in as Soos drives us back to his place of work.

Now I suppose you all know what the Mystery Shack is. For those who don't know, it's the largest Gravity Falls tourist attraction. I mean, people come from miles out just to see it and look around inside. The man in charge of it is Stanford Pines, aka Mr. Mystery, aka Mr. 'Fleece'em.' Seriously, the dude jacks up the prices on everything. I don't even know how a cheap snow globe costs $20. Not to mention that half the stuff he shows are just a bunch of taxidermy animals either glued together or had some other object glued on them. I know. My family has help captured and stuffed most of those animals. I mean, there's a squirrel called 'Manly Nuts'….Pfft! Okay…that's the only one that cracks me up. It's a squirrel head on a fake buff body. Anyways, we arrive at the Shack as bursting out the front door is Stan Pines, fully dressed in his Mr. Mystery outfit. "Soos! Where the hell were you?! I had a mob of customers come in and I had to do everything!" "Sorry Mr. Pines but I left to get you some lunch," apologized Soos, presenting the sandwich to his boss.

Stan just looks at him and sighs, rubbing his eyes. I think that's his way of apologizing for barking at his employee. I then see the old man do a small smile. "Thanks Soos but next time let me know when you disappear like that. Can't let my number one handyman disappear on me." "You got it Mr. Pines." Stan then took the sandwich and began to eat it. "Hey, this isn't half bad." "I got that special mustard you like on it. Oh, I also met Wendy at the food court." "Hey Mr. Pines," I casually say, "I got you a prune salad with bran dressing." Stan just gives me an annoyed look. "Oh ha ha. Very funny Corduroy. Yeah, I'm old. I get the joke. This isn't the first time you pulled that on me." It wasn't. I've pulled this gag on him plenty of times and I always end up getting the same result. "Wow that looks good. You gonna eat that salad Mr. Pines?" "Knock yourself out Soos." Stan just hands the salad to Soos, who devours it right on the spot. After a few minutes and a stomach pat. "Wow! That tasted-" Cue Soos' stomach letting out aloud growling sound and his eyes widening to the size of dinner plates, followed by…"Oh man…oooooo…oooooh! ¡No está bien*! ¡No está bien! Ah! Ah! ¡Necesito ir al baño**! ¡Necesito ir al baño!" And then finished off with Soos sprinting to the bathroom at record speed, hollering in pain. Stan just face palms himself. "You'd think he'd learned after the 100th time that's happened." "I regret nothing!" bellows a voice followed by more groaning and the sound of flushing.

I just snicker and chortle to myself, only to see Stan look at me. "So why were you at the food court?" "Well I'm actually job hunting today so-" I get cutoff by Stan's obnoxious laughter. A deadpan expression is on my face as he does that. He then cleans his glasses. "But seriously, why were you there?" "I told you, I was job hunting and-" Again, more obnoxious laughter. This goes on for a few minutes until he can't laugh anymore. He then looks at me. "But seriously, job hunting? You've been fired from 7 jobs in since last year. You're like the worse hire in town." I just get on my knees and beg. "Please, you gotta help me! If I don't get a job soon, I'm going to have to work at my cousin's lumberyard in upstate." "Cousin Fredrick?" "Yeah."

Stan just sighs, knowing full well that I would be miserable up there. "I'm going to regret this, I just know I will regret this," he mutters under his breath before looking at me, "Okay, are you good at basic math? You know, the basics like addition and multiplication." "Yup, I got a D in it," I boastfully reply. Stan face palms himself. Yeah, not the smartest thing to go around to be proud of. "Can you at least count money?" "Pfft, relax man. I worked as a cashier at the bowling alley before," I casually reply. "Did you get fired because you spent half the time bowling there?" "Eh heh heh…yeah. But I didn't steal from the register or give back too many refunds." "Good, you're hired as a cashier girl. You start in 10." "Minutes?" "No, I mean years. Of course minutes! Time is money!" I just grin from ear to ear. Yes! I got a job. Sorry cousin Fredrick but you won't be getting an extra worker this summer. "I won't let you down Mr. Pines and a Corduroy-" "Always keeps their word. Yeah, I get that same malarkey from your old man," grumbled Stan, "Now get to your post. The next tour can be here any minute." He then hands me a nametag as I take a marker and scribble in my name. "That marker better not be permanent. Otherwise it's coming out of your paycheck." I just growl in anger before walking over to the register. Not even a minute on the job and he's already riding my ass. This is going to be a fun summer.

Still, I can't help but smile though. I don't know why. Maybe it's the fact I'm working with a friend. Maybe it's because I'm working in a place I thought was awesome growing up. Or maybe was the fact I was able to stay and hang with my friends. But whatever the reason, the moment I started this job that things would never be the same.

* * *

><p>Wendy: Grr! Where is that dumb fox? I swear if I find him, I'm going to a pellet out of him!<p>

ZeroFox: *hiding in a tree* That's it for this chapter. Tune in next time. Also you can leave any comment or constructive critiques in the reviews (no trolling though).

Wendy: WHERE ARE YOU?!

ZeroFox: Gotta run, buh bye!


	2. Meeting the Pines Twins 1

ZeroFox: Hiya everybody, I'm back! First off, thank you to all the people who read my story. You are awesome! Also a big thanks and much appreciation to those who favorited and followed me (especially SuperGroverAway, author of one of my favorite Gravity falls fanfics: "Pines Will Be Pines.")

Wendy: Dude, are you done thanking people?

ZeroFox: Nope! :D

Wendy: -_-;

ZeroFox Also, big thanks to Aqua Burst 07 for their feedback on the story layout and tailored it so that it's easier to read and enjoy. Now that being said, I present to you Chapter 2. It was so-

Wendy: *snerk* That's what she said.

ZeroFox: ….Really? *facepalm* Any who, the original was too big so I decided to break it up into two parts. I hope you all enjoy! ^_^

Disclaimer: THE FOLLOWING IS A NON-PROFIT FANFICTION. GRAVITY FALLS AND ITS CHARACTERS BELONG TO ALEX HIRSCH AND DISNEY. PLEASE SUPPORT THE OFFICIAL RELEASE!

* * *

><p>Hey everybody, guess who is back. Gideon Gleeful?! Man, are we going to go through with this every time? Jeez, it's Wendy. Here, let me spell it out for you. W-E-N-D-Y C-O-R-D-U-R-O-Y. Wait, are you doing this to mess with me? Dude, not cool! It's supposed to be the other way around. Ha ha, just kidding. Got you back. I guess you want to get on with the story. I gotta admit, I'm a little nervous. Why am I nervous? Oh no reason, ha ha ha…ha…eh heh heh…heh…CUT TO MUSIC INTRO! CUT TO MUSIC INTRO! CUT TO MUSIC INTRO!<p>

* * *

><p>(*Insert Gravity Falls Theme)<p>

* * *

><p>Phew, avoided one awkward moment back there. So before we continue, let's rehash what happened the last time: I got a job at the Mystery Shack. Boom, simple. No 5-minute recaps or constant cutback scenes. Just doing things the Corduroy way: right to the point.<p>

So after my first official shift at the Mystery Shack (well, more like just 4 hours), I head on home. I was greeted by my dad, who was asking like a bajillion questions of where I was. I told him I was working at my job as a cashier girl. The first place he thought it my job was at was the Gravity Falls Movie Theater. I reassured him that it wasn't. I then told him it was at the Mystery Shack. Out of nowhere, my dad starts laughing his head off.

"Dad, what's so funny?" "Oh nothing sweetie. It's just…just…BWA HA HA HA HA HA!" I just go and get him a glass of water, sighing to myself. When my dad starts laughing, he only stops when his voice goes or if I leave the room. I couldn't do the latter. So after 5 minutes, I hear a wispy, "Water! Water! Wendy, could you get me a glass of water?" I roll my eyes and hand my dad the glass. He chugs it down easily as I then look at him. "Now, can I tell you about my new job?" I ask, a hint of annoyance in my tone. "I'm sorry sweetie but I just can't believe that old codger gave you a job," my father laughed.

For those who don't understand my dad's reaction, he's known Stan for quite some time (dating back to before I was born from what I gathered). Whenever Stan needed help with maintain the Mystery Shack, to do heavy lifting with Soos, or needed some new 'attractions,' he gave my dad a call. It was a little extra money on the side, really helpful especially when things slowed down during logging season. In a way, Stan has always helped my family out and in return, my family has helped him out. Kind of like a symbiosis, like clownfish and sea anemones (one of the few things I remembered from school so eat it Mr. Crocker).

Also growing up, I spent a lot of my time hanging out at the Mystery Shack. I was drawn to the cheesiness of the attractions or the made-up folklore behind them, which would wow a younger kid. It was also pretty cool to see my family's work get some recognition. Even if it was from a bunch tourists who couldn't tell they were getting ripped off badly (fame is fame I suppose). Overall, one could say that the Corduroys and Pines get along really well and the two families have a real connection with each other. Yeah…Corduroy and Pines…Corduroy and Pines…UM, ANY WHO BACK TO THE STORY!

After a few minutes of laughing, or rather loud chuckling at my own expense, my dad then smiles and pats me on the head (he's only one of two people that I will allow that to happen to me). "I'm proud of you Wendy. You kept your word and got a job here in town. Even if it is with that old salty dog." I just roll my eyes but just smiled at my dad's joking description of Stan. "Now since you kept you word in getting a summer job, I'll keep my word. You don't have to go to your Cousin Fredrick's lumberyard for the summer." Yes! Yes! Yes! I just hug my old man tight as I run upstairs to my room to celebrate. I felt like I was on cloud nine. I get an easy job at a place I am totally familiar with and I can still hang out with my friends. It's win freakin' win. Everything is turning up Wendy.

So for the first week on the job, it was a little slow since it really wasn't officially summer. We were still in like the middle of May, but hey work was work. Even if I had to be there at an ungodly time (hey, I'd like to see you get up at 7:00 in the morning during the summer for work when you're a fifteen year old girl. It's hell I tell you).

Every morning, I'd wake up and do my daily ritual of repeatedly hitting the snooze button on the alarm clock. This goes on for a good 20 minutes until I officially wake up at like quarter past 7:00. I get up and trudge over to the bathroom to wash up and put on some deodorant (hey, I don't wanna smell while going to work). When I'm all set and cleaned up, I hop on my bike to get ready to head out. I first make a quick pit stop over to the Greasy Diner for some breakfast before heading on over to the Mystery Shack. I punch in at around 8:30, only to get scolded at by Stan about 'time being money' and I need to be there earlier. I then work the register till like noon before taking an hour break (I took a small pay cut for that perk but it was worth it) to go have lunch. I then return back to the shack before finishing up the day at the register or restocking shelves. It was an easy paycheck and I got to chillax (Soos says that word a lot).

Oh sure, Stan tried to get me to do extra work like help Soos with creating new 'attractions' for the shack. It's actually sad that you just throw two taxidermy animals together with glue, give it a weird name, and then charge a ridiculous amount to have tourists to see it. Sad part is that they bite it all hook, line, and sinker. Oh well, their money. Other times, Soos might ask me to help him with his handyman work. Depending on my mood, I either disappear or say I had to use the bathroom. Actually…that's a lie. Half the time I just sit behind the counter since Stan wants me there all the time. The other half, I will admit…I help Soos. I look at it like this. I learn something new and also…how could you leave that big lug alone. Especially when he does that puppy dog eye thing, including the tear drop. Gets me every time (if you say no to Soos, you're either a Northwest or a heartless bastard….which essentially is also a Northwest).

Also during that week, I happened upon a 'secret' ladder to the roof. By secret, I mean it's behind a curtain and by happened upon, I mean I looked behind the curtain with the signs that say 'Warning! Do not move curtain.' Soos freaked out a little as I climbed up it and opened up the hatch. I gotta admit, whoever designed this house must have liked to gaze up into the sky because you get a really great view. I then scale over to a flat area before sitting down, my legs dangling off the edge. Maybe it's the lumberjack in me (or woodsman if you want to go even further) but I get chills down my back from being high up. It's not from fear of heights but just the thrill and enjoyment of looking down at everything and gazing across the landscape. To gaze upon nature's splendor and take it all in and be in awe from it. It's amazing.

So on my breaks (all on separate occasions of course), I snuck up a chair, an umbrella stand, an umbrella, a cooler, ice, and then beverages. I even put a bullseye target on the nearby totem pole for fun one day for target practice. I normally do that to practice my hatchet throwing back at home but I can't exactly do throw hatchets at the Mystery Shack for obvious reasons (in the words of Stan Pines, 'That's a lawsuit waiting to happen and I don't want to pay for it!'). So instead, I use pinecones and rocks. Same principle, right? Yes sir, it was gonna be a breeze during this summer. That is until that Friday, when I got blindsided by one of the biggest bombshells so far that summer (there were more to come later on but we'll cross those bridges when we get to them).

It was towards the end of the shift as we were getting ready to clean up and shut down for the day. Soos was busy cleaning up some of the attractions and I just cashed out the register. Normally Stan is here to watch us and be all supervisory and stuff. This time, he wasn't. So I took the chance to continue reading a magazine I had on me (what? I had to know if that new superhero movie that just came out was worth to go see in the theatre). Soos, on the other hand, was getting a little antsy about our boss's nonattendance in the shop.

"Gee, I wonder where Mr. Pines is. He's been in his office for a long time. Is he okay?"

"Meh," I casually reply, shrugging my shoulders, "Stan's probably in his office coming up with new ways to scam tourists."

"But doesn't he usually include us for input?"

I just lower my magazine and give Soos a 'Really dude?' facial expression. "By including our input, you mean 'Not on your life Soos' and 'Thanks for the opinion Ms. Peanut Gallery but I only pay you to be a cashier, not an advisor.'" I said those two things, doing an impression of Stan. It's not that hard really, you just gotta lower your voice and make it sound very grainy.

"Ha ha, that's a good impression Wendy." "Thanks Soos, been working on it for a few days now." I then go back to reading my magazine. "Besides, I'm sure he's doing just fine. So sit tight and wait."

Suddenly Stan burst into the room, a big smile on his face.

"Great news everybody!" "You're going to go through with my idea of the Mystery Shack mascot?" asked a hopeful Soos. "Not on your life Soos," was the response. "You realized that we're good workers and deserve a raise?" I ask, a big grin on my face. "Corduroy, you've only been on the job for a week. I hardly call that raise worthy. And you can stop flicking me off behind your back." Damn it, how did he know I did that?

"Back what I was getting at," he said, "I just got off the phone with my nephew Bernie and his wife Cheryl. They're allowing their kids to come up for the summer. I haven't seen those kids since they were babies in the hospital. I had to fight off my younger brother Shermie to hold them, they were so precious and adorable."

"Are you crying Stan?" Stan just looked at me, obviously holding back his tears.

"No, I just got a little dust in my eye." Yeah right.

However, this little newsbreak by my boss started to make me feel uncomfortable and paranoid for a couple of reasons. One, it was creepy to see my boss act like this. Two, I had to deal with my younger brothers at home. They're already handful and a gigantic headache to deal with as it is. I didn't need to look after even more kids (I didn't know if they were kids but I just made that assumption in my mind). So I decided to say something.

"Woah, Woah, Woah! Back up Mr. Pines. Please repeat that in English."

"What, I didn't speak it in Spanish!"

"You know Spanish Mr. Pines? *Amigo, eso es tan impresionante! Podemos hablar unos con otros y-" (*Translation: Dude, that's so awesome! We can talk to each other and-). Both of us just look at Soos as he stops in midsentence. "Whoops, got a little carried away there. Heh heh."

"Anyway, before everything got Telemundo here, no offense Soos." "None taken Wendy." "What the hell is going on here?"

Stan just looked at me. "I'll keep it short since I know you young folk have a hard time paying attention what with your cellphones and internet." I mentally reminded myself to plan a 'payback' against Stan for that remark. "My grandnephew and grandniece are coming up from Piedmont, California tonight and will be staying here at the shack for the summer."

Now a normal teenage girl would be like, "Oh okay." A reasonable teenage girl would be like, "Need me to go pick them up and watch over them?" However I'm a teenage girl that lives with three younger brothers who love to prank, start mischief, try to outdo me in everything, ask me for everything yet give nothing back, and be like spoiled brats, which stresses the hell out of me. Needless to say, I saw my entire world collapsing around me. So get ready for outburst in T-minus 5…4…3…2…1…Boom.

"No. No. No. No. No! NO! You can't do this to me man, you just can't!" "And give me a good reason why?" questioned Stan, the last part of his sentence heavy in annoyance. "Because I don't want to spend my summer job babysitting half the time! I get that *stuff* (yup, potty mouth right here. Guilty as charged) at home already from my younger brothers! I don't need to come from that into work to babysit even more brats!"

Stan just looks at me, squinting his eyes through his glasses into a tiny glare.

"One, this is my place of business and I have the final say in everything, not my cashier."

"Do I have a-"

"Can it Soos! Not now!"

"My bad."

"Two, I may be a miserable old bastard-" He forgot to add cheap and smelly but whatever. "-but I do not, I repeat, do not turn away family. Especially my grandnephew and grandniece! Three, this shack is also my home and my name is on the deed. Therefore, I also have the final say in who stays and who goes. " He then clears his throat before glaring at me. "So, care to continue this argument?"

I then try to pull a bluff, furrowing my brow. "Fine. If they come, I go."

I crossed my arms over my chest and get a smug look on my face. See my train of thought was that they needed me to work the register and if I left, they'd be short a person and Stan would struggle to train somebody. Knowing him, it would be one hellish nightmare. I thought I had it figured out, that Stan was going to cave into my demands. That is…until he came back with the knockout blow.

"Okay sure, quit. I'll just call your dad and tell him. Hope you enjoy the lumberyard. I hear the weather upstate is nice at this time of the year."

All the blood rushes from my face. Holy hell, I didn't think that far ahead. Ugh! Stupid! Stupid! Stupid!

"I'm picking up the phone."

I try to move but I'm frozen in place. "I'm dialing the number." I try to speak but all my words come out as grunts and noises. "Hello, is this the Corduroy residence? May I speak to Daniel Cor-"

Stan didn't finish his sentence as I immediately swiped the phone out of his hand. I'm all worked up into a frenzy, on the verge of tears.

"ALEX, JASON, OR THURMAN! WHOEVER THIS IS, DON'T GET DAD! FOR THE LOVE OF GOD DON'T GET DAD! STAN'S LYING ABOUT ME QUITTING, HE'S PULLING A FAST ONE ON YOU! I'M STAYING AT MY JOB NO MATTER WHAT AND-"

"At the tone, the time is 3:32 p.m. Have a nice day."

There was no hole deep enough that I could crawl into to get away, not even the Mystery Shack Bottomless Pit. I just simple hung up the phone, a stunned look was on my face. My natural instincts made me lie down on the floor and curl up into a fetal position. Stan got me good and got me good. Not even the pranks by brothers or my friends got me the way Stan's act did. Part of me was impressed on how he pulled that off with such a cool demeanor. However I was overwhelmed by the mixture of guilt, stupidity, helplessness, and fear to appreciate it (Soos called it 'gustuplessar').

"Now are you done with the drama Corduroy?" Stan asked me.

"Nah man, I'm just gonna lie here for a bit until the end of my shift," I replied back, my voice trembling.

I've faced cougars, coyotes, wolves, and bears in the wild, nearly fell down a waterfall, almost got squished by trees, and nearly get hit by a truck. Yet somehow, Stan found a way to scare me to the core. Only he and my father could ever do that.

"Well if you don't move within the next 15 minutes, I'm dubbing you the 'Flannel Fetal Female' attraction."

Touché old man, touché.

So the remaining hours of my shift pass on by (I regained my composure shortly after my little breakdown). I just had an annoyed scowl on my face the entire time, still feeling stupid and used from my argument with Stan. It didn't help my mood when we had a wave of tourists come by close to closing time. A majority of them had little kids with them who constantly kept staring and me and asked if I had a soul (If I find the person who came up with that stupid insult about redheads with freckles and pale skin, I'm burying a hatchet into their skull).

Any who, the day is over and I'm about to punch out. I just let out a long sigh of relief. Finally the day is over and the weekend is upon us. I'll head on home, wash up, and then see what the gang is up to for tonight.

"Just a second Corduroy."

I painfully winced before turning to see Stan smirking at me.

"I need you to pick up my grandnephew and grandniece at the bus station. Their bus left earlier today and they should be arriving at the bus station soon." If this was a cartoon, my jaw would hit the floor.

"Dude! I'm about to punch out and go home. My day is done."

"Nope, not yet," Stan replied back, "I need you to stay and do overate-er…overeeteer…overererererer-"

I do a small chuckle as I see my boss squirming while trying to say 'overtime.'

"Oh ho. So you want me to do 'overtime' to pick the squirts up for you?" Stan just nodded his head ever so painfully.

"Dude, you are so lucky!" beamed Soos, "I wish I could get to do something fun."

I looked over to Stan as I get a big grin on my face. "Okay but I get to take your car and-"

"THE HELL YOU WILL!" snapped Stan, coughing a little bit to regain his composure from his sudden outburst, "Soos running the Mystery Shack has a better chance of happening than you driving my '65 El Diablo Convertible! You can take the Mystery Cart instead."

I shrug my shoulders. The good news about not having a license is that you don't need one to drive a golf cart. Wait, is there a law? Meh, don't care.

"Just grab the keys from Soos. If you hurry back, I'll also pay you extra."

I only just saw dollar signs. Friday night or not, this was one opportunity I was not going to pass up. I could use the little extra on Saturday night when I'm with my friends. I heard Soos outside before walking out the door, my hands in my front pockets.

"Later Mr. Pines. One order of two grandkids coming up." I don't even give Stan the time to correct me as I just walked out of the Mystery Shack and closed the door behind me.

Once outside, I let out a loud huff of anger that I was holding in. I then saw Soos in his truck, starting it up before I made my way over. "Man this blows. Instead of hanging out with my friends, I gotta sit at bus station and wait for a couple kids to come by."

"Sorry to hear that Wendawg," Soos said to me, as I then sigh. "I mean, what the hell man. I finally get a job and now it's gonna be like back at home: me babysitting a bunch of annoying brats." Soos then cupped his chin to think about what he's going to say. Then, as if a switch has been flipped, he became what is known as Zen Soos.

"Well the predicament that you're in clearly derives from the stress you receive at home. You feel that coming to the Mystery Shack is your sanctuary. In essence, the Mystery Shack is your home away from home where you have more freedom to be yourself and express what's in your heart and on your mind."

I just looked at the ground, twisting my right boot heel into the dirt. "I guess you could say something like that." Jeez, that was actually really deep what he just said. However, that wasn't the end of it.

"Now with Mr. Pines saying he has family coming up here, you instinctively react like it's your own family coming to stay with you. Hence why you acted the way you did." Wow, he's good. "Yet Mr. Pines never showed us a photo of his grandnephew and grandniece. For all we know, they could be around your age, maybe even the same age."

I froze right on the spot. I was so worried about them being really young, I hadn't taken in consideration that they could be teenagers around my age as well. Perhaps even older. My mood then changed from anger/resentment to that of a much lighter, optimistic approach.

"You know…you could be onto something Soos," I said to him, "Maybe I was a little too judgmental earlier and was out of line with Stan earlier." I don't know why but in my mind while I was talking, I kept seeing this brown hair Adonis wearing a 'Stan's Grandnephew' shirt. I shook my head to get that mental picture out of my mind (business before pleasure) before looking at Soos. "Anyways, got the keys to the Mystery Cart?" Soos reached into his pocket and pulled out the keys, tossing them over to me. I snatch them out of the air before walking over to the cart. I hop onto the driver's side, starting up the cart before taking off for the bus station.

It took me a while to drive to the bus station (hey, this thing can only go perhaps 40 mph max and even that's pushing it). I then begin to get second thoughts about going alone. Maybe I should have asked Soos for help. After all he does have a sweet pick-up truck.

Along the way, I see my group of friends about to head into the mall. I want to say something but I don't. Common sense tells me to just do what Stan tells you to do. Well, actually common sense with a little bit of greed and perhaps a tiny bit of lust (hey, I can indulge in my fantasies every now and again. I'm only human). So instead, I drive on by. I zipped past the mall entrance before continuing my way to the bus station. It takes me another 10 minutes to get to the Gravity Falls bus station as enter the parking lot. I parked in the more reclusive part of the lot, figuring that there's little chance of me attracting attention (specifically the attention of local law enforcement so they don't ticket me) as well as decreasing the chance of some idiot bumping into the Mystery Cart with their car door. I walked over to the actual bus station terminal as I began to plan out my summer with Stan's grandnephew and grandniece.

I figured maybe I could shoot the breeze with the grandniece, maybe hangout with her and Tambry while the guys do their own thing (it would be nice to have another female friend that Tambry and I could talk to). With the grandnephew, maybe do some fishing, some hiking, mess around with some lumberjack stuff. For some odd reason, I then got a mental image in my mind of me making out with the Adonis grandnephew from my earlier thoughts. I immediately slapped my glowing red cheeks, bringing me make to reality. Calm down Wendy. You're 15 now, not a boy-crazy 12 year-old. Besides you don't even know what his grandnephew and grandniece look like…or…their...names….ah son of a bitch! I just face palmed myself, letting out a frustrated groan.

In the midst of hurrying down to the bus station, I didn't bother (more like didn't use common sense) to ask Stan what his grandnephew and grandniece look like so I can spot them in the crowd (well, I don't know if he even has a current photo of them so that throws that plan out the window). Nor had I asked what their names were so I can call out when their bus arrives. All I know is that they are coming from Piedmont, California and that their last names are Pines. Wait a minute. A duh! I can just go to the ticket attendant booth and ask when the bus from Piedmont is coming in. That solves the question of when their bus is coming in. Heh, no reason to panic. After all panic is the enemy.

So I just calmly walk up to the ticket receptionist as I asked her. "Hey, I'm waiting on a couple of friends from Piedmont, California. Do you know what bus they are on and when they're coming in?" The attendant just looks at me.

"Names?"

I calmly smiled.

"See to be honest, I don't know their first names off the top of my head. It's been like forever since I last saw them so their first names escape me." It's a little white lie but hey, whatever works. "But I do remember that their last name is 'Pines' if that's any help to you."

"Okay, I'll go check the computer." The attendant just looked over to the computer and began to type something. "Last name Pines. Okay, let's see here. Hm. Hm. Hm. Ah…Pines." She then looked at me. "They're on the Greyhound Bus 618 coming directly from Piedmont, California. They'll be arriving in about an hour or so depending on traffic on the roads."

"Cool, thanks." I just head over to the bench area and take a seat.

They say that time seems to slow down when you are waiting for someone or something. I got at the bus station around 7:02 p.m. and sat down like around 7:09. It's now 7:28 but it feels like I've been there for hours. I keep looking at the overhead screen to see when Greyhound Bus 618 was coming. It seems like the arrival time keeps getting pushed back. Or perhaps I gotten so bored that I'm seeing things. I hope it's the latter. My phone then goes off as I look at it. It's a text from Tambry.

'Hey, where r u?'

I replied back. ' GF bus station.'

A few seconds later, Tambry texted me back. 'Y R U the bus station?'

I replied back. 'Boss wanted me 2 pickup relatives.' I add some more. 'I'm on OT atm. I'll text u when I'm out.'

Tambry then texted me back a few minutes later. 'K. C U l8er'

I just flop in my seat and sigh, my hat slipping over my face. What a way to spend a summer Friday evening. Another eternity passes by (aka, 20 more minutes but it feels like it's been forever) and I'm nearly falling asleep in my chair from a combination of boredom and hunger. Luckily I had a few bucks on me so I got a couple of snacks from a nearby vending machine (dorito chips, nutrigrain bars, and soda. A healthy diet for every growing girl). After I finish my 'dinner,' I just yawned loudly as I got an annoyed look on my face. Yup, what a way to spend a summer Friday evening. What a way to spend a summer Friday evening indeed.

Some more time passes as I'm snoring loudly in my seat. Out of nowhere, I immediately jolt awake from the sound of hissing and a loud motor engine. That better be them or else I'm charging Stan double money.

"Greyhound Bus 618 from Piedmont, California to Gravity Falls has arrived. Greyhound Bus 618 from Piedmont, California to Gravity Falls has arrived."

I then straight my shirt and hat, looking around as I see a group of people get off the bus. Okay, which of them are Stan's grandnephew and grandniece? I go over my options on what course of action to take. Ask each individual? Nah, that would be all sorts of awkward and I really don't want no sensitive Californian pansy calling the cops on me (my family would never let that one down if it did happen). Sit and wait until everybody disperses? I waited nearly an hour for this bus to come, screw that! A written sign with their last name on it? Bingo.

Okay, so I got that first step down. Now comes the tricky part: how do I go about making the sign? I don't exactly have the materials to…wait a second. I grabbed my little marker out from my shirt's left breast pocket. Now what to write on to make the sign? I then see on a nearby bulletin board a motivational speaker flier with a brown hair guy with a goatee and wearing a flannel red shirt on a bulletin board. I get up, walking over to the bulletin board.

I quickly looked around to make sure nobody was looking before just take the flier down and scribble on the back with the marker "PINES." I then make my way over to the bus arrival part of the station, hold the sign up like those drivers you see at the airport picking up people. I throw on a cheesy grin on my face, holding up the sign. The cheesy grin disappears after a few minutes as I realized that was just plain stupid to do.

After some time of waiting and holding up the sign, I see these two teenagers that look around my age. One is a girl with indigo hair (obviously dyed by looks wicked nonetheless), wearing jeans and a rock shirt. Nice, nice. The other is a guy with short brown hair (+10), wearing tight jeans (+100), and t-shirt that showed off his muscles (Over 9,000!). My god…he looks so ripped! I just want to get alone with him so I could…calm down Corduroy! Calm down. Take deep breaths. Wipe that drool from the corner of your mouth and ease up on the boy-craziness. You're passed that age, you're passed that age, you're passed that age.

Still I can't help but make a quick glance at the guy (what? After waiting at the station all this time, I deserve to at least indulge in the eye candy hunk). I have a big grin on my face as I hold up my makeshift sign. However the two just walked right passed me and right out the station. I bite my quivering lower lip to hold in the disappointment I was feeling. I felt like my entire evening was ruined, even if I just made all those scenarios up in my head. But damn it, I-

"Hey! That sign has my last name on it! Awesome!"

I was immediately brought back into reality by the sheer volume of the voice of whoever said that. I immediately look around to see who was speaking to me.

"Hey, over here!"

I looked over to the left to see a shorter girl with long brunette hair and braces, wearing a purple skirt and pink sweater with what appears to be a shooting star with a rainbow trail. She also had her baggage, which included a medium-sized purple suitcase and a smaller green suitcase that looked like a children's sticker book threw up on. Seriously, how many stickers are on that thing?

"Hiya anonymous person holding a sign with my name on it, how are you? My name is Mabel and it rhymes with table."

Oh good lord, I-

"Mabel! What are you doing talking to a stranger?! Are you trying to get kidnapped?!"

I heard another voice shout out, this time male coming from the same direction but further behind the girl. Judging from the sound and the minor cracks in the voice, he's either hitting puberty or rather puberty is hitting him. I then saw a boy, more than not her brother, with the same hair color, wearing khaki shorts, orange shirt, blue vest, and a baseball cap run up to us. I could see why it took him a long time to get here, even though the bus arrival/departure area wasn't that far away. The boy was carrying like a two giant knapsacks and a suitcase in each hand. Sheesh, did ya bring your entire room with you kid?

Before I could even utter something that would resemble a word from the English dictionary, the boy freed up one of his hands to grab the girl by her left wrist to pull her away.

"Get away from her Mabel! Mom and dad told us not to talk to strangers." He then tried to pull her away, only for the girl to just calmly stand in place. Either she's really strong or he's really weak. Judging by how calm she's standing there without barely moving and seeing the boy, I'm going with the later.

"Grr! Errh! Hergh!"

Yup, definitely the latter. Seriously kid, you need to put some muscles on those weak noodle arms of yours.

"Oh relax Dipper," the girl replied back, "She has a sign with our name on it. Well…last name that is. So she's okay."

The boy then fell backwards, landing with a thud as he was panting heavily. "D-D-Don't mind me…catching breath…but…but…don't talk to her. She's a…she's…ho boy, need to…to catch my breath."

I just face-palmed myself, letting out an aggravated groan. Why me? What did I ever do to deserve this headache? Yet further down the road, these two kids would forever change my perspective of this town and forever change my life. But for now, I was in a bus station with Ms. Sunshine and Happiness and Mr. Paranoia Noodle Arms. Yup, what a way to spend a summer Friday evening.

* * *

><p>ZeroFox: Well, there you have it folks. Don't fret. Part two will be out sometime this week. Until then, feel free to leave a comment andor critique. After all, this is all for you guys, the readers. So until next time, this is ZeroFox signing off. *turns to walk off into the sunset, only to walk off the cliff and do the Goofy scream*

Wendy: *hears and loud crash, wincing before looking below* Ouch, that's gotta hurt.
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Harlic: Unfortunately, ZeroFox couldn't be here at the moment. He had an 'accident' the last time. Apparently the idiot doesn't know where to look before he walks. So for this chapter, I will be hosting. I hope there are no…objections.

Wendy: N-N-N-None. *gulps nervously*

Harlic: Very well then, if you would please put up the 'disclaimer' or whatever you humans call it. I will be off reading my personal favorite novel, _Firelord_.

Wendy: Is that based off the-

Harlic: I did not open this up for discussion! Now proceed with the disclaimer or I shall devour your heart!

Wendy: Ok! Ok! Ok! CUE THE DISCLAIMER! FOR THE LOVE OF GOD, CUE THE DISCLAIMER.

Harlic: Much better.

DISCLAIMER: THE FOLLOWING IS A NON-PROFIT FANFICTION! GRAVITY FALLS AND ITS CHARACTERS BELONG TO ALEX HIRSCH AND DISNEY. PLEASE SUPPORT THE OFFICIAL RELEASE!

* * *

><p>Hey everybody, welcome back to the second part of my first encounter with the Pines twins. I guess a lot of you just assumed we would all be buddy buddy from the get go. Yeah…it went a little different than what most people thought. But the good news is that things did get better later on. Just uh…right now…eh heh heh…not so much.<p>

* * *

><p>(*Insert Gravity Falls Theme*)<p>

* * *

><p>Any who, let's just jump back into things from where we left off shall we?<p>

I just face palmed myself, letting out an aggravated groan. Why me? What did I ever do to deserve this headache? It was a Friday night and I was stuck working. By stuck working, I mean my boss told me to come down to the bus station to pick up his grandniece and grandnephew, Mabel and Dipper Pines. Or as I would like to call them Ms. Sunshine and Happiness and Mr. Paranoia Noodle Arms.

See, they came earlier on a bus all the way up from California and yours truly had to wait for them. It should have been a simple pick-up/drop-off operation but nope. It got off to a rocking start when Dipper decided to go all 'Stranger Danger!' Luckily no one really paid attention so that was a good thing. Maybe it was because Dipper was the only one overreacting while Mabel was calm about it. Or maybe that nobody really cared what happened to them (Personally for their sake, I hope it's the former).

Dipper, sat up off the bus station floor before dusting himself off. He cleared his throat in an attempt to regain whatever dignity he had. I almost felt sorry for him. Key word...almost.

"I'm okay, that's normal."

Dude, your definition of normal is kind of pathetic. Almost sad in some aspects.

"I gotcha bro-bro." Mabel then reached over to help her brother up as he just smiled

"Thanks."

"Anytime." Mabel then turned to look at me and then her brother. "Hey bro-bro, should we go with this awesome person with the sign with our last name on it?" Awesome person? I'm beginning to like this Mabel girl already.

"No. No. A thousand times no." Dipper than gave me an uneasy look before looking at his sister. "Mabel, I don't trust her at all. She could be some crazed mountain lady that acts nice but then when we go with her, she'll rip our faces off and wear them like Halloween masks."

Holy hell! What kind of movies have you been watching?! No seriously, what movies have you been watching? I want in!

"Besides, we're looking for our Great Uncle Stanford and that woman is not our Great Uncle Stanford."

If this was a cartoon, you would have seen a small fizzle of black smoke coming off the top of my head to show my annoyance/anger. I don't what was worse: being called crazed mountain lady (I'm saving a punch for Dipper later for that remark) or thinking I was Stan (ugh times 100). "Relax there kiddo," I reply, trying to repress my growing annoyance of the situation, "I know your Great Uncle Stan."

"Stanford," corrected Dipper.

"Yeah, him too. In fact, he actually sent me to the station to pick you guys up and bring you to his house."

"Awesomeness!" beamed Mabel, "So…are you like a distant cousin or something? I wonder if I have to knit you a sweater for the holidays."

"Whoa whoa! Slow down there sport. I'm not a cousin of yours….wait, did you say you were going to knit me a sweater?" I paused for a moment. "Could you make a flannel sweater? Been wanting one for like ages."

"You got it! You want your name stitched in it as well Miss…?"

I just grin. Yup, definitely liking Mabel a lot. "By the way, the name is Gwendolyn. But you call me Wendy for short."

"That's such a beautiful name," whispered Mabel, her pupils about the size of dinner plates.

I was about to say something, something nice but was cut off by a loud "Umm…" coming from Dipper. I just looked at him as he looked at me. I noticed he had a mixed look of nervousness and discomfort.

"Umm…Wendy…"

"Yeah?"

"Are you….You're not like our great aunt….are you?"

They say that the human heart can sometimes skip a beat due to pure terror, pure love, or pure rage. I did feel a small pang of fear in me at the thought somebody believing I was an old man's wife. I wasn't feeling anything of pure love, believe me. So that left with one option: pure rage.

"I have read somewhere that pure mountain air can drastically reduce the aging process of skin cells and-"

I don't hear Dipper blabbing on about whatever he was talking. I was too busy mentally picture myself slugging him right in the mouth and his body going flying through a wall after he asked if I was his great aunt. Why? WHY DOES HE THINK THAT I AM MARRIED TO THAT OLD BASTARD? ERGH! THE SHEER STUPIDITY OF THAT QUESTION IS…oh wow, I have some serious anger issues.

I started to calm myself down, taking deep breaths. I'm not an emotionally unstable teenager, I'm a Corduroy. Not just any Corduroy, I'm Wendy. I've got ice in my veins and the coolest head out of everybody in Gravity Falls. Once I felt myself calm down a bit, I looked at Dipper.

"Dude…I'm 15 (well 15 ½ actually) years old and I am single." I actually felt a part of my soul die when I said that. "I'm not a cousin, 2nd cousin, 3rd cousin, long lost sibling, or-" I take a minute to pause as I shuddered. "-a great aunt. Besides do I look like I could be related to you?" I point to my red hair as well as my freckles and lighter skin. "Do you know anybody in your entire family that has freckles?"

"Our parents said that Grandpa Shermie has a scar on his butt from when Great Uncle Stanford knocked him over to hold us after we were born," informed Mabel.

I remembered what Stan said earlier before sweat-dropping. To be quite honest, it's a little intriguing to know that my cheap, money-grabbing boss has another thing he treasures over making a buck. Then the walking encyclopedia known as Dipper Pines continued to blab.

"Well in some cases, some family households might have multiple people with the same hair color but one person might have a different hair color due to genetics. A-"

"Blah Blah Blah Blah Blah! Come on bro-bro, it's summer vacation," interrupted Mabel, "Besides late and I'm hungry." The younger brunette held her stomach. "Tummy hungry. Gawrgh wargh!"

I then snickered a little bit. "Okay. I think we can stop off at drive through in downtown and-" I was immediately cut off by Dipper rapidly shaking his head. I just groaned. "Kid, just trust me!"

"No! Nuh uh! Nope! Negative!" He then stood firm against me. "I don't care if you say you know our great uncle, I still won't going with some stranger we just met up at the bus station. Let's just wait till Great Uncle Stanford picks us up."

I just grit my teeth and narrow my eyes into a harsh glare. My patience had finally ran out.

I reached down and grabbed Dipper by his shirt collar, pulling him close so we can see eye-to-eye with one another. "Listen you little brat. I have known your great uncle for a really long time, longer than you have known him. He sent me over to get you and bring you over to his home. It's late, I'm tired, I'm hungry, and my Friday night has been ruined. You going all 'stranger danger' on me is not helping the situation at all! Now shut up, get your bags, and follow me to the Mystery Cart so we can head to your Great Uncle Stan's home where I can drop you off and salvage what's left of my Friday night!" If looks could kill, the glare from my eyes would have melted Dipper in an instant. I then continue to add on.

"Or you can continue your stubborn routine and wait here overnight at the bus terminal until tomorrow morning. But just a heads up, they close at midnight and lock the doors so nobody can get in. Also we're having a coyote problem right now. So if you are feeling brave, by all means stay. Just be sure to find higher ground so you won't get eaten!" Well we weren't really having a coyote problem but Dipper didn't know. I just placed him on the ground as he began to hastily pick up his bags up off the floor.

"You make a very sounding case Ms. Wendy. I'm sure Mabel and I can trust a fine young lady as yourself. So, uh, let's go to see Great Uncle Stanford." I watched him scurry to the main terminal exit to the parking lot as I place my hands on my hips, a smirk on my face. I got three younger brothers so I know how to reel them in and do exactly what I tell them. I-HOLY HELL!

Out of nowhere feel a hard slap on my lower back. It felt like somebody broke a 2x4 plank of wood on it.

"Overnight at a bus terminal, that's a good one. Ah ha ha ha ha ha…heh."

THAT WAS MABEL WHO DID THAT?!

"Wait up bro-bro! Don't leave me behind just yet."

Mabel then took a step forward as she stomped on my left foot hard. "Whoopsie daises, didn't see your foot there."

I then get swept up off the ground from her bag knocking into the back of my legs as I land on my back with a thud. I just slowly pick myself up off the floor, wobbling and gasping for air from Mabel's sudden assault. I don't know what's in the water down in California but goddamn, Mabel can hit like a truck. Note to self, do not piss her off. I just hobbled after them, hunching over a little while the area where Mabel slapped me was still hurting. "Ugh…Stan better…*cough*…he better be ready to pay big time."

I finally make my way outside, feeling the cool evening air hit my face. I just looked ahead to see… Dipper and Mabel standing there under a light post with their stuff…and not near the Mystery Cart. Ugh! Why can't things just go the way as I envisioned in my head (such as why couldn't that hunk from earlier be Stan's grandnephew instead of Dipper)?

"Hey. Why aren't you at the Mystery Cart?" I questioned them, walking over to the sibling duo, "The faster we get to the Mystery Cart, the faster we can get you guys to your Great Uncle Stan, and the faster I can salvage my Friday night."

Mabel just looked at me. "Question. What's a Mystery Cart? Is it….mysterious?" She then just chuckled at her little joke.

"You're a riot kid," I muttered under my breath before looking at them, "It's just a golf cart (that Stan probably stole/swindled from the Gravity Falls Mini-Golf & Driving Range) with a giant question mark painted on the hood, little streamers dangling from the side, and a speaker on the top of the roof."

"Is it that thing over there being used by those kids?" Mabel then pointed to a part of the parking lot as I looked.

All the blood rushed out of my face as my jaw dropped in shock. Where I had parked the Mystery Cart, these group of kids were joyriding around in it. I immediately patted down my jean pockets before slapping my forehead. Idiot! I can't believe I left the keys in the cart. Man, Stan is going to flip once he-WHAT THE HELL ARE THEY DOING?!

We all just watch the kids drive recklessly in the Mystery Cart, barely avoiding the few parked cars that were left in the lot, running over cans and sticks, and making quick, sharp turns that nearly send the cart itself tumbling off to the side.

"Is that our ride?" asked Dipper.

I don't even pay attention to what he's saying. All my focus is on those kids as my blood began to boil. Now normally, I'm usually cool under pressure in situations like this. But this was different. This was with something that: A. wasn't mine (though it would be pretty awesome to have my own golf cart) and B. I could get blamed for even if it wasn't my fault. If something happened to the Mystery Cart, Stan would kill me, fire me, or something even worse than that: take it out of my paycheck. So good bye Ice Wendy and hello Red Raging Corduroy.

"HEY! HEY!" The kids stopped the cart before looking at me.

"Whadda you want?" sneered the driver.

"WHAT THE *PUCK* ARE YOU LITTLE *SHOOTS* DOING IN MY CART?!" (Yeah, I'll let you figure out what I'm really saying. Here's a hint: It would drive the rating up to Mature).

Mabel immediately frowned and covered her ears as Dipper shot me a cold glare.

"Hey, language!"

"Ah bite me Captain America!" I snapped back (wait, why did I call Dipper that?).

One of them looks at me. "Nunya!"

"Nunya what?" Dumb move Corduroy, I mean really really dumb move.

Nunya business toots!"

Houston, we have reached critical failure and everything is in the red.

"Toots? TOOTS?! ARE YOU *PUCKING* KIDDING ME YOU LITTLE *PUCKING* BRATS?!" I rolled up my sleeves before storming over to them. "GET. OUT. OF. THAT. CART. NOW! OR SO GOD HELP ME, I WILL DRAG ALL YOUR ASSES OUT AND BEAT YOU WITH MY *PUCKING* FISTS!"

"You can't tell us what to do," sneers another kid, "You're not my mom."

"OH, I'LL MAKE YOU *PUCKING* CRY MOMMY WHEN I'M *PUCKING* DONE WITH YOU *PUCKING* BRAT!"

Then out of nowhere, the kid driving the cart then stomped on the gas as the Mystery Cart just peeled out and zoomed right at him. Those little bastards are trying to run me down with my…I mean Stan's cart! I instinctively reach to my right and pull my bowie knife (Tch, like I'd waste a hatchet on these losers) out from its sheath. I crouch down, ready to make a calculative leap out of the way so I could slash the tires as they come by (Err, it wasn't the brightest idea at the time but I wasn't thinking straight. Judging by my circumstances, could ya blame me?).

They got closer and closer as I started to count down in my mind when to jump at the right time. However…

"Lookout!"

Out of nowhere, I got tackled out of the way by Dipper as we tumble onto the ground. We saw the kids zip by us, giving us the finger, before driving out of the parking lot and away from the bus terminal. I slowly picked myself up as did Dipper. However instead of thanking him, well…

"You idiot, why did you do that?! I had everything under control!"

"They were gonna run you over!" replied Dipper, "Also, why do you even have a bowie knife? You could seriously get yourself hurt!"

Woah…Woah…Woah. Is this guy serious?! Our ride just got carjacked…err…cartjacked…and he's going to lecture me about me having a bowie knife?!

"Dipper! Now's not the time to be nitpicking," scolded Mabel, preventing me from going full Chernobyl on her brother, "Besides, I'm sure she had a good reason to do what she did."

I just sheathed my knife back into its holster, calmly clearing my throat. I admit, it would be a little unfair to focus all my wrath on Dipper (I rather save it for those bastard kids). So I calmly looked at him, but still wearing an annoyed scowl on my face. "I…appreciate the help…but I had this situation under control. This wasn't the first time I faced danger like that." Ever face a starving cougar in the wilderness? Trust me, they're 100 times worse than a bunch of brats in a golf cart.

I just went over the events that had transpired in my mind that. But all that did was make me start to see red all over again. "Grrr!" I start to pace back and forth, holding my forehead as then the floodgates were unleashed. "Great! *Pucking* great! This was going to be a quick pick up and drop off but noooooo! Instead, those *pucking* little bastards stole the Mystery Cart and now we're *pucking* stuck here at the *pucking* bus station WITH NO *PUCKING* WAY TO GET OUT OF HERE! ARGH! GOD *PUCKING* DAMN IT!" I just screamed at the top of my lungs, kicking a half-filled soda bottle across the parking lot and into the darkness.

"Hey, here's a thought for you Wendy!" snapped Dipper, giving me a cold glare, "Maybe instead of fuming and saying how the situation sucks, just call our Great Uncle Stanford INSTEAD OF SWEARING UP A STORM!"

I froze before looking at him glaring at me glare. It wasn't one of those 'You want to go' kind of glares. It was more of 'If you continue what you are doing, I will forcibly stop you' kind of glares. I then look over to see Mabel with her sweater above her head as she was covering her ears. I immediately put two and two together before realizing the younger girl wasn't a big fan of cursing.

I took deep breaths, forcibly calming myself down. A wave of guilt then hit me as I looked at the younger girl. "Hey Mabel, I'm sorry I lost my temper and began cursing like that. I didn't realize you are not a fan of cursing. I promise to restrain myself a little better when I'm near you."

"You mean it?" asked Mabel through her sweater, "Promise?"

"I promise," I replied back, "And a Corduroy always keeps their promise no matter what."

Mabel then popped her head out of her sweater, a smile on her face. "Apology accepted."

I glance over to Dipper, who had a smile of approval on his face. Don't get your hopes up. I only apologized because I like Mabel (though it was kind of sweet for her brother to stick up for her….Uh…Uh…DON'T READ INTO IT! BACK TO THE STORY!).

Dipper then cleared his throat as he looked at me. "Well if you want my honest opinion…"

I kinda don't but you're still going to tell me anyways.

"…If you work for our Great Uncle Stanford, you should have his phone number or the number of the place that he works at."

Boom. The realization of that simple solution struck me worse than a falling pine tree. Damn it, why didn't I think of it that? Ugh. I just smacked myself in the head for being an idiot.

I got my phone out from my pocket as I scrolled through my address book. I then stop at the Mystery Shack's number (I have it in case I need to 'call out sick'). I then begin to ponder whether or not to tell Stan what had happened with the Mystery Cart. He'd probably blame me for it. So instead, I scrolled to another number before pressing the dial button. I heard the phone line ringing for a couple of seconds before somebody answered on the line.

"Sup Wendawg?"

"Yo Soos, I'm in a jam at the moment."

"That's not good. What seems to be the problem?"

"I'm stuck at the Gravity Falls bus station with Stan's grandnephew and grandniece. We just had the Mystery Cart get jacked by these punk kids."

"What?! Dude, that is totally not cool at all."

"I know man. They tried to run me over with it when I was trying to get it back."

"Holy Toledo! Hope you're okay."

"Yeah, I'm fine. They couldn't hit me even if they tried." I purposely left out the part where Dipper 'saved' me. "So I was wondering if you could give us a lift to the Mystery Shack. I'll pay you back."

"Don't worry Wendawg, you don't have to pay me back."

"Nah dude, I'll buy you a pizza tomorrow."

"Sweet! I'll be right over."

I then whispered into the phone so that Mabel and Dipper couldn't hear me. "Also, could you do me another solid and help me get the Mystery Cart back. I don't need you to get involved when I find them, I just need you to act as a driver while I hunt those bastards down. If you do, I'll buy you another pizza to go with the first one." It's a little underhand for me to bribe Soos with food but he's got means of transportation while I don't. I could just tell him to wait in the truck while I took care of business.

"Two pizzas? Ho ho! You got yourself deal. Be there as fast as my legs can take me."

A big catlike grin formed on my face as I chuckled to myself. Payback is going to be a bitch for those punks. Out of nowhere, I see a ball of yarn roll bump my left foot.

"Whoops. Sorry about that Wendy."

I glance over to Mabel as I see her knitting. What the…When do kids knit? I thought that was more or less for the elderly.

"What are you doing?"

"Knitting. It helps pass the time," Mabel replies to me, "Almost down making my new sweater to commemorate this groundbreaking event of us coming to Gravity Falls as well as meeting our new buddy, Ms. Wendy Awesome Sauce!"

A split second later, she then fell onto her side violently gasping for air.

"Mabel, you need to learn to breathe in between when you speak," sighed Dipper, helping up his sister.

"Heh heh, whoopsie doodles," she casually replied back.

I just stand there, shocked. How the hell are they so calm in this situation? No really, how could they be so calm in this situation? Either they've been in these scenarios before or they're even calmer than me in stressful situations.

"All done! Check it out bro-bro."

At this point, I'm just gonna go with the former.

"Not bad Mabel."

Yup, definitely the former.

A few minutes passed by as we see Soos' truck pull up into the parking lot. Finally, some relief. The truck then rolled up to us in front of the station as the passenger window lowered to reveal that big, loveable lug (I say that with a lot of affection by the way).

"Beep Beep! Heh heh! Sup dudes, need a lift?"

"Dude, you are a life saver Soos."

I go over to his window as we then fist bump each other. Soos then looked over to the twins, a big smile on his face.

"Ah, you must be Stan's grandnephew and grandniece, Dipper and Mabel."

I honestly froze as all the blood rushed from my face when Soos said their names right off the bat. How? HOW?! The only logical thing I could think of was that Stan talked to him about it. By talked, I mean he kept rambling on and on about them and Soos just took it all in, paying attention to every word. Don't believe me he does that? Ask Soos about the entire Mystery Shack rulebook that Stan wrote. You will be amazed. Either way, I just looked over to the sibling duo as my stunned look became a look of exasperation.

"How did he know our names?" asked a confused Mabel, "Are we that famous? Do you think we'll have our own cartoon series?"

"Dudes, that'd be totally sweet if you did," Soos chimed in, opening up the passenger door, "Come on in, I'll take you guys back to the Mystery Shack."

"All right!" beamed Mabel, ready to jump in, "I call shotgun!"

However, Dipper immediately pulled Mabel back and stood in front of her, trying to protect his sister. I just face palm myself again.

"Dipper, just cut the 'protective brother' routine. This man is Jesus "Soos" Ramirez."

"Hiyo!" Soos exclaimed in a cheerful voice, waving at the duo.

"He also works with your Great Uncle Stan in his workplace as the utility guy."

"I can fix anything and everything. No problem is too big or too small for-"

"Not now Soos."

"Okay!" Soos then started to hum his own little song, tapping his hands on the steering wheel to go along with the beat.

"But can we trust him?" asked Dipper, directing his question towards me; "It seems pretty suspicious that you two are over here instead of our Great Uncle Stanford. That's how these kidnappings happen! We meet up with people who say they know our Great Uncle Stanford and-"

I had enough from Dipper as I bent down and get in his face, cutting him off before he could continue his rambling. "Listen you little brat, you better not start with that 'Stranger Danger' crap again! Remember earlier when I said you could come with me or stay here and deal with coyotes? I forgot to mention we also get wolves around this part of Oregon."

"And werewolves like the postman," added Soos.

"Can it Soos!"

"My bad, but you still should keep an eye out for him."

I just sighed before continuing on with Dipper. "Ever see what happens when a pack of coyotes or a pack of wolves get a hold of prey? It's not pretty whatsoever and they do not leave scraps behind either."

Now to be fair, I haven't seen a coyote or wolf attack a human (nor do I ever want to). But when I did some late night hunting and wilderness training with my father and brothers, I saw a pack of coyotes take down a deer easily one night and a pack of wolves take down a moose on another. Needless to say, it wasn't pretty. That and I didn't get that much sleep those nights either.

Dipper immediately threw his things as well as quickly packed up Mabel's things and placed the bags into the bed of Soos' truck. I then get on the driver's side to sit shotgun while Dipper and Mabel got in the back. Soos then turned to us.

"Seat belts por favor." The twins just look at him, confused. "Oops. My bad dudes. Seat belts please."

"Ah."

Mabel easily straps in her seatbelt as Dipper struggled with his.

"Hey, my seatbelt isn't working." I completely ignored Dipper before pointing ahead.

"Gun it Soos."

"You got it."

"Wait! Wait! WAIT!" Too late.

Soos peeled out of the parking lot as Dipper began to freak out in the back seat.

"SLOW DOWN! I'M NOT STRAPPED IN YET! AH! AH! AH!"

"WHEE! FASTER MR. SOOS! FASTER I SAY!"

We end up driving along the main road as Soos then decided to do a mini-tour of the town. And by mini-tour, I mean showed them a few stores. An angry grunt shortened the tour however (I'll let you figure out who made that grunt).

"And that is the Gravity Falls Arcade. Trust me, you'll spend a lot of time in there. They got all these cool games, plus skeeball dudes!"

"I love skeeball!" beamed Mabel.

"I think I'm gonna be car sick," groaned out Dipper.

I rolled my eyes. What a wimp Dipper kid is. I mean, we're not even going that fast. How the hell did he get car sick? Seriously, he really needs to toughen up and…

"Soos! Stop the truck now!"

Soos immediately slammed on the brakes as Dipper went flying face first into the back of my seat. The momentum got carried over and forced me to go forward and smash my head on the dashboard. We both held our heads in pain as I then found out later, Mabel had recorded the whole thing on a small phone.

"Ha ha, just like in the cartoons."

I shook my head before looking over to the right to see why I asked Soos to stop his truck so suddenly. Parked outside in the arcade parking lot was the Mystery Cart. Without even thinking, I immediately take my seatbelt off before getting out of the truck. I closed the door behind before turning to face Soos. "Be right back. I just need to 'take care' of somethings."

On my face was an innocent smile, almost angelic. Mabel and Dipper shivered in their seats, figuring out what was going to happen as Soos just smiled.

"Okay, have fun."

"I will Soos," I casually replied back, turning to go inside, "I definitely will." That innocent smile that was on my face? As soon as I turned around, it morphed into a sadistic grin. Oh those little bastards were gonna regret they ever crossed Gwendolyn Blerble Corduroy. I rolled up my sleeves before walking inside the arcade.

Soos and the Pines duo then heard me bark out loud, "WHICH OF YOU *PUCKING* PUNKS IS DRIVING THAT GOLF CART?!" I guess to pass the time while I was in the arcade, they were playing a game of some sort

"So, who's up for a game of 'I-Spy' right now? Anyone?"

"Oooh, me! I do! I do!"

"Sweet. Okay Mabel, I spy…."

A few minutes later, I came back out with my hands in my pocket, a smile on my face, and was casually whistling. Before anybody asked, I pulled my right hand out from my pocket and held up the cart keys.

"Dude, you got the keys back," laughed Soos.

"Yup, sure did," I replied back, "So it turns out those kids were in the arcade. We had a 'discussion' about resolving our early 'confrontation' at the bus station and they were more than willing to apologize and give back the keys."

For those who want to know what really happened, I'll keep it short. I went in, found the little bastards, they decided they were gonna try to overtake me with numbers, I shattered their noses and knocked out some of their teeth, they gave up immediately and gave me the cart keys back. Those kids learned one of life's most valuable lesson: Never piss off a Corduroy, especially the eldest child of Manly Dan.

"So it sounded like everything went all right in there."

"You could say that Soos," I replied, making my way over to the Mystery Cart. I hop into the driver's side on the cart, inserting the key into the ignition, and fired up the engine. Phew, they didn't break it our anything. I just casually back up before driving up to Soos' truck. "Thanks for all your help Soos, I can take it from here."

"You sure Wendy?"

"I'm positive Soos. Go enjoy the rest of your Friday evening dude." I then quickly muttered under my breath, "Well at least once of us can_._" Mabel and Dipper hop out of the truck, grabbing their things from the truck bed before putting them in the back seat of the Mystery Cart.

"Bye Soos! Nice meeting you!" Mabel exclaims in a cheerful tone.

"Nice meeting you too Hambone."

Hambone? I can see Wendawg because of my name but Hambone? Where does that derive from Mabel? Eh, it's Soos so I'm not gonna try to question it. Mabel, however, loved the new nickname Soos bestowed upon her and nearly exploded with excitement from the ensuing fist bump.

Dipper just looked at Soos before weakly smiling. "Thank you."

"Ah don't mention it Dipper. Oh, and uh don't worry about Wendy. She's actually-"

I menacingly cracked my knuckles at Soos, giving the hint I want him to stop talking. Now normally I don't do that to Soo. But my patience was really thin at the moment and he wasn't gonna stop talking anytime soon. It worked.

"-actually really needs to drop you kids off to the Mystery Shack because Stan's probably waiting a long time. Later, bye!"

Soos then drove off as I sighed to myself. I guess I'll through in a third pizza as an apology for that. I quickly looked over to the Pines twins. "Seat belts please."

"Okay!" beamed Mabel, buckling up.

Dipper buckled up his seatbelt. However he noticed a red blot on my shirt near my buttons.

"Is…Is that blood?"

I don't even respond. I just simply stomped on the gas pedal as we peeled out of the parking lot. I ignored his screams of terror as did his sister, who was busy sticking her head off to the side, enjoying the wind in her.

We arrived at the Mystery Shack as I slowed down, coming to a halt. I sighed to myself, a look of relief on my face. My hellish evening is about to come to a close. Now all I had to do was drop them off, give Stan the keys, and head off on my bike. Simple right? I looked over to Mabel and Dipper. "Okay, grab your things and follow me." I turned off the Mystery Cart as we all got out.

Dipper was busy trembling as he had a horrified look on his face.

"Stop it with the drama kid and hurry up," I growled. We then made our way to the front door as I was about to place my hand on the knob to open up. "The sooner we get in, the sooner we can-"

"Holy Moses Wendy! What kept you?!"

The door swung open as standing in the doorway was a frantic Stan.

"Where were you?! You were gone for hours. I was gonna call the cops to keep an eye on…why are there blood stains on your shirt?"

"Long story Mr. Pines," I replied back. He didn't need to know the details, right? But Mabel just had to speak up.

"Hi there Mr. Old Stranger person! Mabel here. See the reason why we're late was because Wendy was picking us up but this golf cart got stolen by kids. So she called her other stranger friend Soos and we got it back and now we're here."

Stan's jaw just dropped in shock as he looked right at me. Now a normal person would-ah screw it. We all know what the first thing Stan would ask me or anybody in this sort of situation.

"You didn't get spot by Sheriff Blubs and Deputy Durland, did you?"

I just shrugged my shoulders. A mischievous smirk was on my face. "If there are no law enforcement around, it's perfectly legal." Stan just chuckled.

"That's what I want to hear." I simply walked inside, heading to the time clock to punch out. While I was doing that, the sibling duo were getting to know who they were going to be staying with for the summer.

"So…are you are Great Uncle Stanford?" asked Dipper.

Stan just let out a hearty laughter, "Yup! You got it kiddo! I'm your Grunkle Stan!"

Mabel tilted her head in confusion, making an 'Aroo?' sound as Dipper just scratched his head with his right hand.

"What's a Grunkle?"

"It's an easier and faster way to say Great Uncle," explained Stan, "After all time is money and if you're wasting time, you're wasting money."

Speaking of which. I then cleared my throat in a loud, obvious manner.

"Something wrong with you Corduroy?"

"Speaking of time and money?" I just hold out my right hand, motioning Stan to put something it. Something papery and green. Dipper and Mabel look at Stan and myself as the old man reached into his pocket.

"Sheesh, couldn't you have-"

"Stan, I think we all know the answer at this point," I said, cutting him off. Stan just sighed as he then pulled out a small envelope and handed it to me.

"Knock yourself out."

I took the small envelope as I…Holy hell! It feels heavy. There's gotta be like a few hundred in here Sweet! I ran out of the Mystery Shack, an elated grin was on my face. I quickly made my way over to my bike before hopping on and pedaling off to downtown. While on my way, I got out my phone and auto-dialed for Tambry.

"Yo Tambry! I'm off work! Where are you? Laser tag at Big Gunz Laser Tag with the gang? Sweet! Tell everybody that next game is on me because I just got paid and I got paid big time!" I hung up and pedaled down to Big Gunz Laser Tag as fast as I could.

Maybe doing that little favor for Stan was worth the headaches, those punks stealing the cart, and Dipper giving me a hard time. I just get a scowl in frustration as I thought about that boy. That Mabel girl seems all right, lot of spunk and no fear either. I respect that. But her brother Dipper…grrr…well…he better stay away from me for the rest of the summer.

I arrived at Big Gunz Laser Tag, seeing the gang there as I have a big grin on my face. "Sup dudes! Mind if I join in?"

"Hell yeah you can! We sat out a game just for you," said Lee.

"Well to show my appreciation, the next few games are on me!" I beamed, puffing up my chest proudly.

"Really?" asked Thompson.

I pull out the envelope that Stan gave me and smirk, slapping it against my hand to show how heavy it was. Everybody begins chanting my name as we all go inside. I walk right up to the register counter with everybody behind me, grinning. "I'd like to purchase the next few games for myself and my friends."

"That'll be $90.50," said the cashier person.

I just reached into the envelope and pull out some cash, a smirk on my face. "I'm sure this will cover it."

The cashier takes the money, looking at the money before handing it back to me. "Sorry but we only accept real money."

"What?"

"Yeah, it's cute that you think you can pass off fake money as real money."

I fumed a bit, furrowing my brow. "Look dude, just take my money. It's legit! My boss just paid me so take the damn money already and let us play."

"Not taking it."

"LOOK! I JUST HAD THE *SHOOTIEST* PAST FEW HOURS! I WANT TO ENJOY THE REST OF MY FRIDAY WITH MY FRIENDS, OKAY?!"

The cashier just furrowed his brow. "How about instead of screaming at me at the top of your lungs, why don't actually check to see what he gave you?"

"You know what, will! Then we'll see who'll have the last laugh!"

I look down at what appeared to be money as I start to shake, veins pulsating on my temple, my teeth gritting against themselves. Instead of green dollar bills like regular ones, I just had in my possession a poorly drawn attempt at a dollar bill. However it had a cartoon picture of Stan as under it was 'Stanbucks' while the cartoon Stan had a speech bubble that read 'It's money!' I was had, duped, embarrassed, and all I saw was red.

Now they say that the loudest the human voice can get is 120 decibels, the same loudness as a police siren (I was actually paying attention in science that day). From what my friends told me, I surpassed that level. In fact, according to Lee, a few screens cracked and Robbie added that Thompson nearly wet himself in fear. Not even the indignity of Thompson wetting himself could compare to how I felt that exact moment.

The next day, I just had a disgruntled look on my face for almost my entire shift. All the while, I was tapping my left index finger on the register counter. Oh, Stan is going to rue the day he pulled that on me. If he ever tries that stunt with me again, I will murder-

"Hey Ms. Sourpuss, why the long face?"

I looked over to my left to see Mabel, seeing her wear a pink sweater with a shooting star with rainbow and purple skirt. "You look upset."

"Nah, I'm just fine. Better than a pig in sh-mud." Whoops, almost let that one slip out. I just sighed to myself, realizing that I would have to 'censor' myself when I'm around Mabel.

"Ah ok. So what's on your mind right now?"

"How I'm going to murder your Grunkle Stan while he sleeps."

Mabel just blinked her eyes a few times before completely ignoring (or rather blocking out) what I just had said. She then hopped up onto the countertop to look at me. "Aww, sorry to hear that. You know what will make things better?"

"Stan's head on a silver platter and all of his money in my possession."

"Err…not really but I got the next best thing."

"A gun to shoot him?"

"Nope. A big Mabel hug!"

I then felt two arms wrap around me as Mabel hugs me tight. It wasn't like a constricting hug or anything, but a soft, gentle hug. For some odd reason, the anger and resentment just went away as I allowed my head to get placed on her chest.

"It's okay, Mabel is here for you to cheer you up and make you feel better." She then started to stroke the back of my head as I just sighed contently. Maybe it was the girl support I got from Mabel that made me feel so content or maybe this was the first time I felt a warmth like this since….since….mom.

After a few minutes of bliss, Mabel broke her hug before grinning excitedly. "You're a lot nicer when you're smiling and prettier too."

My cheeks became a little red as she said that.

"I wish bro-bro could see that."

Aaaaaaaaaaand moment ruined.

"Now off I go to town to scoop out any potential hotties for a summer romance. Bye bye!"

Mabel then happily skipped out of the shack as I just face fault from her last comment. Man, to have that kind of enthusiasm, optimism, and energy at that age. However her little comment of her wishing her brother could see me smile made me scowl and cringe.

No way am I gonna be buddy buddy with that dork Dipper! After the crap he gave me last night, he's lucky I didn't slug him in the face. Tch, hell will have to freeze over before I'm nice to that dork. Speaking of, where is he?

I then turn my head to look outside the window. I then see Dipper trying to carry some logs. I just snicker as I see he can barely carry one log. Thurman could carry a bundle of logs on his back before he learned to walk as a baby.

Out of nowhere, I saw Stan jump out from behind a tree with a goblin mask on and spook Dipper. I never heard a more girlish scream from a boy, nor did I ever see one run as fast as he did. Dipper just ran back into the shack, past me behind the register without even bothering to pay attention to his surroundings. All the while, he was still screaming like a girl as he ran to the back part of the shack. More than not, probably to hide in his room like a little baby.

Part of me just wanted to bash my head in as I felt I would be dealing with that all summer long. However the other half, which was what I was feeling at that moment, had a big smirk on my face to see him squirm a bit. It only got better as then a hawk flew down and started to attack Stan, causing my boss to run around screaming.

"ACK! NOT THE FACE! OW! DAMN IT! SOOS! GET A TENNIS RACKET! OW!"

Heh, serves him right for conning me last night.

I then stretch out my back and continue on with my shift at the register. At first glance, I thought that this summer was going to be a pain dealing with a very outgoing, touchy-feely Mabel and a very timid, yet annoying Dipper. However, what I could not predict was how those two would change everything that I knew and everything that I was.

"SOOS! WHERE! *OW*! IS! *OW* THAT RACKET? *ARGH*!"

But until then, it was just gonna be an adventure all on its own on keeping my patient at this point.

* * *

><p>Harlic: Heh, you're a real demon when you're furious. I respect that.<p>

Wendy: Th-Th-Thank you.

Harlic: Well I guess that concludes this chapter. I will send all your condolences to ZeroFox for his speedy recovery.

ZeroFox: *walks onto the set* I'm fine, I just-HERGH! *got picked up and held in the air by a fox tail*

Harlic: Be also to leave any comments, critiques, or whatever you feel like in reviews section. We'll still be here.

(*ZeroFox is gasping for air while Wendy is hiding behind the couch with her bowie knife out*)

Harlic: Until next time. Ja ne.


End file.
